factions of the fourth century) with a frenzy that bordered on madness. And when at length the presiding magistrate dropped the napkin, and the chariots shot along the course, the 380,000 spectators could not have been distracted from the momentous issue for one of the rival factions if the Goths had appeared at the gate of the circus. The following day they would pour into the great amphitheatre (Colosseum), and its silken awnings would swell hour after hour with the roar of 90,000 voices, as the blood of man and beast thickened the sands of the arena; the magistrates, the pontiffs, and the Vestal Virgins smiling approval from the podium. These were the men before whom prefects of the city trembled, when the corn-ships from Africa were delayed, or the wine ran short, or the insolence of some favourite charioteer or gladiator forced the prefects to arrest him. These were the men who could no longer lift a Roman shield, and who mutilated themselves to avoid military service when they were not exempted from it. And the vultures saw, and gathered thicker on the hills.